CHAPTER    FIVE
CHOTA   SAHIB
MONTHS of painful adjustment and acclimatisation folio1 My daily regimen was something like this. At dawn Hindu bearer, a patient old man whose name I forget, w bring in chota hasri (little breakfast) consisting of a cu tea, biscuits and an orange. He would then hold up tennis shorts for me to step into—why a sahib is supp to be unable to put on his own pants is one of the unso mysteries of the East.
I then accompanied Low over to the Bombay Gymkl hard tennis courts where we played two or three streni sets. My chief recollection of this is that it produced the real thirst I had ever known. My shirt and shorts could 1 been wrung out afterwards. I was dehydrated, and the lime squash after tennis was Heaven.
I should explain that I was exceptionally privileged t a member of the Bombay Gymkhana Club, for the Europ of Bombay had a caste system of their own which rigidly enforced. Only pukka sahibs could belong to premier sporting club, the Gymkhana. I came into category because I was a member of the editorial sta the Times of India, but I had some qualms when it can filling up the name of my school. However, the Cit London College looked impressive enough and so I admitted.
The mechanical staff of the Times of India were eligible for membership of the Gymkhana, nor were son my fellow passengers who had come out to jobs in Bombay stores or other non-professional appointm They had to join a club called the Commercial Gymkh They could invite us to their club but we could not ii them to ours! Membership of the Gymkhana meant
70thing of a comedian because his English was the weakest, was an amiable fat grin under a red fez.
